his arm and marched him through the stage entrance and out
on to the street. Cheers, yells, whistling, not only from The
Boys who were waiting outside but from the whole crowd
which had collected there. It was a long time since Woollie
had waded into a cheering crowd as if into a warm, pleasant
bath. She carried her head very high and waved her fat little
paws. Bob wriggled himself free from her grip, feeling
rather ashamed. "You'll have to excuse me/* he said un-
comfortably, "I forgot something------"

Woollie caught hold of his coat just as he sneaked back
into the entrance, "Stop!" she commanded. "You are hot
making a fool of yourself, my boy? You are not waiting for
Miss Olivier?"

"The very idea------" Robert, who was a very poor liar,

tried to lie.

"Don't do it," Woollie went on, "she'll have her hands
full with her old man. He seems to make an awful fuss
about his sprained ankle. They even say he got himself
drunk and Mr. Cartosa locked him in, so that there should
be no scandal during the performance. . . ."

"Look here, Woollie, that's just why I want to wait.
Maybe Miss Olivier will need someone to assist her, help
them get to the boat or something------"

" You sucker," she said. <e You poor, poor, dumb sucker."

Bob decided to throw her to the wolves. "Boys," he called
to his friends. " Take her with you but don't get her drunk.
Go ahead to Nossler's. I'll be there very soon,"

"To Nossler's? With all the boys? Well, maybe I have
deserved a glass of beer," Woollie said coyly and was carried
off in triumph by the elated cheer section from Carter and
Carter, Right behind them, Mike Stern marched off, was
received and kissed by the Kalish family and greeted with
a few good-natured cheers. He was not surprised by his
success. He had known all along that something like this
was bound to happen. Neither was he arrogant, now that
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